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To Aziz : Song of Mahomed Akram 

Your, beauty puts a barb into my soul, 

. / 1 Strri'C as I will it never Jets me go. 

My love has passed the frontiers of control. 

You are so fair and I desire you so. 

Others miv come and go, they are to me 
But changing mirage, transient, untrue, 

My ^thlessness is but fidelity 

Since I am never faithfui, but to you. 

You are not kind to me, but many are 

And all their kindness does not make them dear 

It be you deceive me when afar 

Even as always you torment me near. 

_Yct is your beauty so divine a thing, 

So irreplaceable, so haunting sweet 

Against all reason, 1 am fiiin to Bing 

My life, my youth, myself, beneath your feet. 



Surf Song 


Mv litdc one, come and Jisien 
To the tiling of the sea, 

And watch how the wet sands glisten 
Where the surf has left them free. 
As thou and the wind together 
Shall frolic along the strand ; 

Thy feet as light as a feather 
Will hardly dent the sand 

Unwind the veils that enfold thee, 
Thou never wast shy with me ; 
The sea will rejoice to held thee. 

The stars will dcUeht to see 
The beauty thou shalt discover 

Oh, Morning Star of my heart, 
Will daazle even thy lover 

Who knows how fair thou art 1 



oh, Life, I have taken you for My Lover I 

(To Arthur E. J. LeggO} who suggested this idea) 


Oh, Life, I have taken you for my Lover, 

1 rent your veils and I found you ftir ; 
If a fault or failing my eyes discover, , 

I vrill not see it ; it is not there 1 


I know, i/IkneWf I should hold you dearer. 
Should understand, tf I tindersioody 
For I worship more, as )’OU draw me nearer, 
Your reckless Evil, your perfect Good. 


In the Jungle gloom, we have watched and waited. 
For stealthy Panthers, that prowl by night, 

At the end of some weary march, belated. 

We heard strange talcs by the camp-fire light. 


We have lain on the starlit sands, untented, 

“While low-hung planets rose white and fair, 
And in moonlit gardens, silver and scented. 

Oh, Life, my Lover, how sweet you were I 



Forbidden and barbarous rites were shown us, 

In rock-hewn Temples and jungle caves. 

And the smoke-wreathed home of the dead has known 
The bum'ing-ghat by the Ganges waves 


Ah, the long, lone ride through the starlit hours. 
The long, lone watch on the st^ht sea. 

And the Same and flush of the morning flowers 
When Life, roy Lover, was kind to tne I 


Betimes we were out on the Sea, together ; 

The vessel raced down the great green slope 
Of mountainous waves, in desperate weather ; 
The hearts of men were adnft from hope. 


As over the deck, in exultant fashion, 

The snolent water crashed and fell, 

I knew, through the joy of )-our reckless passion, 
Agonised fear of the last farcsvcll. 


But I follow you always, unresisting, 

To lowest depth ; to uttermost brink, 
From a thirst like mine there is no desisting 
Though given poison for wine to drink. 


You may do your utrocrat, you will not shake me. 
Your faith may falter; my faith is true. 

Oh, Life, you may shatter and rend and break me. 
All Pain is I’leasure, that springs from you ! 



In the height and heat of your wildest passion, 
You had your uttermost will of me, 

And when have I asked for the least compassion ? 
A lover loved is a lover free 1 

Though, with never a word of farewell spoken 
In lonely wilds of some Desert place, 

You have flung me from you, adrift and broken 
To wait the child of your last embrace. 

• 

And never my faith nor my fervour faltered, 

Until you turned to my lips again, 

When, my eager longing for you unaltered 

Your first kiSs cancelled my months ofpam. 

, Ah, Life, you may torture my sou), betray me, 
The right is yours, as Lover and Lord. 

And when in the climax of all, you slay me, 

My lips m dying wiH s^ek your sword. 



Illusion 


THiNKiNO you had a heart that love could break, 
A lovely gentle soul that might awake, 

I held you tenderly for cither's sake. 

And showed you nothing but love's ecstasy. 

Now, though you have no heart to melt or burn, 
No soul to wonder, meditate or yearn, 

Your beauty is a fact ; lie stiU and learn 
Socneching of passionate love’s intensity. 



sleep 

(The Moorish Slave, at Fiiab, Morocco) 


There is something so beseeching in the attitude of sleep, 

A pathetic resignation, most appealing to the heart. 
There must surely be some secret that the eyes in slumber 

kee^, 

"Which the lips, on their awakening, could not, if 
they would, impart. 

See yon Slave from Sus, recumbent, with his ebon arras 

outspread 

On the marigold he crushes to a sheet of golden 

flowers, 

How the mystery of dreaming lends a halo to his head, 

And exalts him to a level never reached in waking hours. 

In the form that lies impassive, while the sea-wind romes 

and goes 

And uplifts his n^s in pity, on its cool refreshing 

breath. 

There is something so prophetic of the Last and Great 

Repose : 

®’<ep has borrowed, in its quietude, the Dignity of 

Death. 
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rkough his parted lips are wordless, though he breathes no 
uttered prayer 

Yet his silence seems imploring “Let me de^ the. 

noonday night. 

For my dreams axe vclvet-hreastcd, and they shelter me from 

care, 

I entreat thee not to wake me to the sorrows of the 

light.*’ 

Ah, sleep on, in peace, my brother, to awaken when thou 

wilt, 

From the dreams that treat thee kindly, and the rest 
that sets thee free. 

With the wild fig for thy canopy, the mangolds thy quilt. 
And, to serve thee for a lullaby, the thunder of the Sea, 



Song of the Enfi6 River 

(In Memory of Abdullah, drowticd at sixteen, on the road to Rabat, » 
Morocco) 


Ar day break, when the tide was low 
He came to bathe his slender feet, 
And laughing, sported to and fro, 
/•Across my waters cool and sweet 


■Obedient to his Faith s decree 

His sable hair was shorn away, 
One curl was left, that fioaime free, 

I longed to deck with smrer spray. 


His eyes were wide and full of light, 

Young eyes, where dreams and fancies glow. 
There was no star m Heaven so bnght, 

And I reflect the stars, and know 


He gave himself to my embrace 

Ah, Youth, confiding and unwise 1 
My kisses clustered on his 6cc 

How should I render up my pnze ^ 



Yet }ie withdrevv , mjr waves were weak 
He loitered on mj banks awhile. 
Shook my caresses from his cheek, 

And left me with a careless smile 


I let him leave , my tides were low 
But, seeking succour of the Sea. 
At noon I felt the breakers flow 

Across the bar, and jom with me 


\ waited in the heat , at length 
Again he omc to bathe alone. 

Then, m the fulness of my strength, 

I aught and held him for my own I 

His strong young arms apart he flung, 
His red lips cned, 1 had no are. 

In eddies round his limbs 1 clung, 

And nppled m and out his hair 


1 bore him downwards to the Sea, 

The white surf met us on the sand, 
His beauty was^ade one with me 

Who saw and loved it on the land 


I laid him down upon the bar, 

Played With his hair, and kissed his eyes. 
How cold these mortal lovers are • 

He sleeps and makes me no ri^Ues. 



My tides run low , he will not wtke, 

His hand dnfts, like an empty shelL 
1 stole him for his bcautj s sake, 

Alas, did not well f 

His young lips show no stir of breath 
Ah,— I begin to understand. 

And I remember — this is Death I 
The haunting terror of the land. 



The River of Pearls at Fez: Translation 


One evening we*sat together 
Bj the river of Pearls at Fez, 

Stringing verses and sometimes singing 
My gaze followed the beautiful boy 
Who, with a swift and delicate movement, 

Flung the wne*cup over his shoulder , 

The ruby drops glittered and fell 

Bnght in the dying sunshine 

The River of Pearls shone like a sword in the grass, 

Not disdaining 

The work oT turning the waterwheel. 

And the sun, reluctant, lingered about the tree-tops 
In a golden mist of farewell 

Many the tears that have fallen since, 

Many the nights that have passed, 

But I remember 

The River of Pearls at Fez 

And Scomar whom 1 loved. 



Syed Amir 


SvED Amir is dead, and his numerous foes 
Ate hushed m a breathless awe of amazed relief 
The hearts of his friends are cold as the Tirah snows, 
And I am blind and deaf in the Grip of mv Grief 
My Soul has borrowed a portion of Pam from Hell. 
Oh, Syed Amir, my Brother and Friend, Farewell I 


His women weep, but a woman’s tears flow lightly. 

A bauble or Uvo, or a child, can soon console 
But I, who am strange to tears, he sleepless, nightlj , 
Fedjng the Fangs of Grief in my desolate soul 
I maddened myself with Churus^ it could not'cure me — 
Ransacked the Bazar, to beg at the hands of lust 
Ad hour '5 respjfe, hut bow was sw to aJUuro 
Who know the b«uty of Syed Amir fs dust ^ 


A little while I wander in Tribulation, 

In a Feud or two, or a few light loves take part. 

But Death will come, and this is my Consolatioh, 

Men live not long with a stricken and wounded heart. 
What further chaflenge from Fate can I hope or fear. 
Who mourn the ruined glory of Syed Amir i 



AU gifts were Syed Amir’s ; an Atrestive Beauty 
That caught men’s breatli when he passed, Serene and Royal, 
A clear and delicate Mind, where Honour and Duty, ^ 
Sentned the gate, that nothing might pass disloyal, 

And these are taken from Khorassan for ever, 

Their light is quenched m the land where he used to dwell. 
But I, who loved him, cease from loving him never. 

Oh, Syed Amir, my Brother and Fncnd, Farewell ! 



Au Salon 


A SKY intensely blue, a low, white wall 
Against It heaps of up-blown yellow sand, 

A sleeping figure, holding in her hand , 

Some scarlet cactus blossom ; that was alb 
And yet so mellowly the sunbeams fell 
Upon the sunburnt limbs, such subtle play 
Of rosy light and tender shadow lay 
Upon the upturned face, that all could tcU 
An artist painted with a poet s eyes , 

And warmly an enthusiastic glow 
Ran through the groups that criticised below 
While one, who gazed with pleasure and surpnse 
Said, and 1 do not thmk he sard amiss, 

“ He was her lover when he painted this 1 ” 



The Lute Player of Casa Blanca 


No others sing as you have sung 
Oh, Well Belo\c(l of me I 
So glad ^ou are, so lithe and young, 

As joj ous as the sea, 

That dances in the golden ram 
The falling sunbeams fling, — 

Ah, stoop and kiss me once again 
Then take jour lute and sing 

Oh, Lute player, mj Lute player. 
Take up } our lute and smg 1 


The Wind comes blowing, light and free : 

In all the summer isles 
No laughing thing it found to see 
As briUvant as your smiles. 

You are the vcy heart of Youth, 

The veiT soul of Song, 

That lovely tlream, made living truth, 

For which the poets long 

Oh, Lute pl^er, my Lute player. 
The very Soul of Song 1 



Ah, dear and dark-ej'ed Lute player 
This joy is almost palrj. 

To reach, when evening cools the air, 

Your level roof again. 

To sce'thc palms, erect and slim. 

Against a golden sky, 

And hear, as twilight closes dim, 

The Mouddm’s mournlid cry. 

Across 'your songs, my Lute playef 
The Faithful’s evening cry. 

Each slender finder lightly slips. 

To its appointed strings. 

Ah, the sweet scarlet, parted Hps 
Of One Beloved, who sings 1 
Ah, the soft radiance of eyes 
By love and music lit ! 

What need of Heaven bc)'ond the skies 
Since here we enter it ? 

You make my Heaven, my Lute p^yer. 
And hold the keys of it ! • 

And when the music waxes strong 
I hear the sound of War, 

The drums are throbbing in the song, 

The clamour and the roar^ 

The Desert’s self is in the strain, 

The agony of slaves, 

The winds that sigh, as if in pain, 

About forgotten graves, 

Oh, Lute player, my Lute player, 

Those lonely Desert graves 1 



The sightless sockets, whence the eyes, 

Were wrenched or burnt aw ay. 

The mangled form that e er it dieS, 

Becomes the jackals prey. 

The forced caress, the purchased smile, 

Ere youth be yet awake, — 

Ah, break your melody awhile 
Or else my heart will break ' 

I sometimes think, my Lute playe^* 
You Wish my heart to break ' 

The'^unset fires desert the West, 

The stars invade the sky, 

Lover of mine, tis time to rest 
And let the music die 
Though Melody awake the morn, 
let Love should end the day 
i kiss your hand the stnngs have worn 
And take your lute away 

Wws ycfuT Vanb, my "Ltne •^y w> 
And lake the Lute avfay 

At twilight on this roof of ours. 

So lonely and so high, 

IVe atch the scent of all the flowers 
Ascending to the skj 
Sultan of Song, whose burning eyes 
Outblaze the stars above. 

Forget not, when the sunset dies 



The Hospi^l on tlie b/iore 


The youthful swimmers come up on the beach, 

Naked and fresh from the lass of the sea, 

I hear the sound of their light-hearted speech 
As It IS with them, it was once with me 1 

Oh, Death, grant me pi^ . just one day more. 
And let me go down again to the shore. 

1 could have died in the ruih of the air, 

Mtd Crashing water and petulant spray, 

The surf in my teeth, the wind in my hau-, 

Rejoicing, exultant, even as they' 

But to meet Death here, . . . m this wuieu-m 
' cage, 

I am dumb with terror and blind with rage. 

Have pit^ f Reprieve me I just one more ndc, 

White sand beneath us, white planets above, 

One last long sail with the ebb of the tide, 

One lilac evening of delicate love 

One lingering look at those eyes of hU 
To remember throu^ the Eternities. 



Among the SandhiJU 


Lie still, Beloved, I also see the dav 

Shoot his white arrows through the trembli/ig skj* 
BuUwliat IS dawn to us, who cist avny 

All sense of time that mars our cestaaj ? 

The s«nted orange bushes check the breeze 
Granting in tnbuic many waxen stirs, 

And aromatic Eucal) ptus trees 

Defy the sun with grey green scimitars 

5 nce fate has given us this garden love, 

And Time and S^iace, tor once, has c acfyateaccd^ 
Ah| take no heed of paling skies above 

Let us deem night »s with os )ct, and rest 

Let us lie still and drift away m dreams, 

Back to the jewelled kingdom of the n ght, 
hose golden stars with dimly radiant gleams 
Lit up jour lovel ness for my del ght 

Once we arc risen all the cares of day 

ill seize and bind us to their winton will 
Why should we own that night has passed awaj ? 

Oh, as jou value love, he stiU, in. still I 



The Cactus 


The scarlet flower, with never i sister leaf, 

Stcmlcss, spnngs from the ed^ of the Cactus thorn i 
Thus from the ragged wounds of desperate grief 
A beautiful "rhought, perfect ana pure, is born 



Lalla Radha and the Churel 


His sixteen years had left him very fair, 

Tinted his cheeks with soft and delicate bloofn. 
Added new lustre to his clustered hair, 

And filled his amher eyes with tender gloom 

He sought some unknown thing, he knew not what, 
His scarce seen bnde, a child, was faraway, 
Desiring love, as yet he knew it not, 

Sleepless by night he grew, forlorn by day. 

Priest 

“Ah, go not near the Feepul trees, 

That ^iver in the evening breeze, 

\ young Churel might hide in these 1 

‘And should she see thee, and desire, 

Then will she burn thee m soft fire, 

Till m her arms thou shall expire I ’ 

Lalla Radka 

“ But who and what is this Churel, 

Who loves in Peepul trees to dwell. 



The Peepul, where the Koel sings 
In frenzied songs, of amorous things ? 


PWEST 

"•When, with her child unborn, a woman dies, 
Her spirit takes the form of a Churel, 

A maiden’s form, with soft, alluring eyes, 

"Where promises of future rapture dwell. 

"yet is her loveliness, though passing swee^ 
h/Iarred by the backward-turning of he'* feet. 

She sits m branches of the Peepul trees, 

Until beneath, a passipg youth^shc sees 
Should she desire him, swift, she will alight. 
Entreating softly *Stay wth me to-nicht I ’ 

No safety then for him , unless he flies, 
Soon, m the furnace of her love, he dies J ” 

LattA Raoua 

“ But if indeed these things are so. 

Yet what am I, that she should care, 

To watch me as I pass below. 

Or notice me and find me fair 


* Priest 

“Yours are the happiest gifts that the Gods have given. 
Who have never been over ready with gifts to part. 
Youth, the divine reminiscence of some lost HcaVen, 

Beauty, the dream of the eyes, the desire of the heart. 



^‘So vexy brief Youth's season is, 

Ah, ivherefore \va3te a single night ' 
Put up four bps for mine to kiss, 

Take the first promise of delight. 


“ Upon Life’s pale and tragic face. 
Youth passes like a blush 
It blooms, an evanescent grace, 
Alas, for such a little space, 

And fading, hardly leaves a trace. 
Of all Its radiant flush 


‘‘We cannot force one night to last, 

Or stay a single star at will, 

And though the Pulse of Youth is fast, 
The Wings of Time arc swifter still. 


“ So much I want your silken hair, 
Your youth, intact and free, 

A thousand nights, serenely Cur, 
With scented silence evcryivhere. 
Consenting stars and pliant air. 
Would pass too soon for me 


“ Too soon the nsing flood of morn 
Our is’e of night would overflow, 
And force upon our eyes forlorn 
Its lovely but unwanted glow. 



“The magic Garden ofDelight 
Is ours hold the key. 

Take up Love’s sceptre, yours by right 
And leam his mjstery and might, 

Ah, come and reign with me to-night, 
In silent ecstasy 1 


" Come, while the silver stats above 

Rain down their light serene and still, 
And if you cannpt come for love, 

Ah, come on any terms jou will ! ” 


How should the youth resist, deny, 

Or turn hts lips from hers away ’ 
Vightly, beneath tn’ unheeding skj, 

The fierce Churel caressed her prey. 

Night!}, the flickering Pcepul trees, 
Echoed his soft 9i)d broken sighs 
While the faint eddies of the breeze 
Iti pity fanned his sleepless eyes. 


Frailer he grew, more wan and pale. 
Possession only fed Desire, 
Like wax he felt his f<»ccs fail 

Consumed »n her insistent fire. 

i6 



Till lost in dreams, his hunting brrath 
' Shed on her lips in one last sigh. 
He neither knew nor noticed dea*. 
This is the loveliest way to die ! 


Beneath the Peepuls dead he lay. 

Pale on his face the starlight tell. 

In ecstasy he passed away. 

Such is the love of the Churel. 


Rabat Morocco 


Oh, vralled, white City, rising from the plain, 

Between the grey green grass, the grey bluf skies. 
How ire have longed for you, and watched m vrfjn 
Till jour pale beauty rose upon our eyes 

From Orange groves, beyond jour gated walls, 

Faint scents of Citron bloom float far awaj 
Upon each wind worn face the perfume falls 
Till wc forget the journey of the day 

Forget the weary march, jts dust and heat, 

The frequent camo i that taints the air, 

The three inch spur, the lame and stumbling feeC 
The pointed stirrup, closed with blood and hair 

Forget the wretched brute, that strains and strives, 
Staggers a few more paces with his load 

Then falls and dies, beneath the open knives, 

The kicks and curses of the savage ra-.d 

Cct us foiget pn such forgetfulness 

Lies the one chance, perhaps, of life at all 1) 

\Vhile our burnt lips receive the soft caress 

Exhaled from Orange flowers beyond the walL 

t8 



Ail, sea-set City, grant my heart’s request t 

Where your slim minarets soar white above 
Your fragrant Or^ge gardens, grant me rest, 

And from some child of yours, a little love. 

Ah, walled, white City, grant me a little love I 



Gathered from TcmmVs face 


(To N L K. in memofy of June 23rd) 

Tristav^ Oh, Tristan ! Death has set us free ! 

There is no barrier now, twixt me and thee, 
tor Fate allows my bps their “Come to me ' T 

Tnstan 5 

We, from this night, no more of night shall know , 

For us, no paling stars, no dawning glow , 

'\h, I am more glad to haie it so, 

Tnstan I 

I feared the poison, now 1 feel it thrill 
Through all my veins like liquid fire, and still 
It b mgs no pain, nor any sense of ill, 

Tnstan 1 

Only a tender, strange desire for thee, 

"While the winged moments pensh silently 
Ah, come, lest Death fbrcstall thee, come to me, 

TnStan 1 

Most gracious Death, who sets me free to speak , 

He strengthens me, who makes all others weak, 

Bnngs blushes and no pallor to my cheek. 


Tnstan 1 



Ljsten J i sajf the words I could not say 
Had we to rise and meet another day, 

But in the falling shades of Death, I may ! 

Tristan ' 

There will be no to-morrow , I shall keep 
Tristan for ever in my arms asleep 
Not even dreams will share a rest so deep, 

Tristan ! 

face will be the last face thou shall see 
Thy spirit, entering on Eternity, 

Wdl pause to take an ultimate kiss from me, 

Tristan ' 

Ah, come to me, since Death has given the right. 

1 love thee so, I could have died to-night 
Without the poison’s aid, from sheer delight, 

» ^ Tnstan 1 

Much may be done by those about to die, , 

Much may be said by lips that say “ Good-bye,” 

On which the Last Great Silence soon must he, 

Tristan I 

With Death to shelter me, I greatly dare, 

My lips seek things mine eyes have long found fair. 
This is thy mouth, — and this, thy foiling hair, ’• 

. ’ Tristan J 

Thy falling hair, — so soft upon my brow, 

Never a lover has been lovra as thou 1 
If this IS Death, I have not lived till now I 

Tristan 1 



pium: Li’s riverside hut at Taku 


HE room IS bare, the paper mndows shiver, 

Beneath the ill hung door, the sleet blows free, 
et here, Delight flows forth, a gentle nver, 

To saturate my soul with ecstasy * 

he upon the heated quiescent. 

Lulled by the vrartnth of lighted straw below, 
k^hile Lt, the golden tinted adol«cent, 

Blue-clad and silent, passes to and fro 

I, With hts well-cut Lps and supple Angers', 

His crudely lidded eyes, that seem to gase 
ack through ten thousand jears of thought, wnere hngers 
Some tmsty splendour of the old, old dajs 

ree from the plait, his loosened sable tresses 
In silken waves, below the knee, descend 
hinging the opium pipe, he defdy presses 
The VISCOUS drug upon the needle s end 

-ights It, inserts it in the pipe beside ine. 

Then through my bps the m^c vapour streams, 
ft.nd Life and Love, that seldom satisfied me, 

Meet me with lovel) faces ui my dreams 


fe at his brightest^ flushed and crowned with flowers, 
Brings gifts no mortal, waJdng, e’er possessed, 
squisite Chances, and Enchanted Hours, 

While Love, — Love brings me you, to share myr«tl 


In the Water Palace 


The graaous rain caressed the fields 
To bountiful increase. 

Profusion reigned throughout the hnd. 
And, on the borders, peace 

Yet, in the streets, the people cned 
“ It IS a shameful thing, 

Now all the Gods arc more than kind. 
This madness of the King 

A gipsy girl his heart ensnares, 

And all hts days and nights 
Are spent, unmindrul of the State, 

In profitless delights 

The Maharatii sits alone. 

Her lashes wet with tears, 

While all the pearls and gems ot state 
Her gipsy nval wears 

In vain they bring her silken robes, 

In vain her maidens smg, 

She Will but sigh, “Wheh shall I see 
The beauty of the kiitg ^ ’ 



The gipsy’s youth is but o’er, 

Her time for children past, 

The people say, ** Without a son 
How shall the kingdom last ? ” 

And louder yet the murmurs grow 
Of folly and disgrace 
And faster still the Rani’s tears 
Flow down her youthful face. 

One night, a faithful handmaiden 
Unto her chamber came ; 

Presence,” she said, ***tis thou alom 
Canst save the king from shame 

“ The gipsy girl we drugged to-night 
And stole her silks away. 

Rise thou, and play the wanton’s part 
Until the ^wn of day. 

“ We gave a philtre to the king 
To set his brain afire. 

And thou shalt take the gipsy’s place 
To solace his desire. 


■*Thus lying joyous on thy heart, 

. If all propitious 
He, thinking of the charms, 

Shall brine a son to thee. 



“If this. Oh, Ram, thou canst do 
Th7 vinue will be great , 

Thou from htmstlf \71It save the king. 
And from the king the state 


“ But ah, remember, he must go 
Before the skies gros^ light. 

Ere yet the philtre leave his brain 
Too clear m sense and sight 

“ For should he dream that thou art thou, 
And realise the truth 
''Too suddenly, he would not spare 
Thy beauty or thy jouth 


“ In some auspicious, bter hour, 
If our desire be gamed, 

The tender sequence of the fraud 
To him can be explained 


The Maharani rose and smiled, 
She pushed her hair away, 
**Ah, if he slay with me to-night. 
At daybreak let him sky ' 


Then round her slender neck she twined 
' The pearls as white as milk , 

Her breast was all too joung to fill 
The crimson bodice silk 



She blushed to wear the gipsy's robes, 
And yet they seemed to bring 
A subtle sweetness to her soul, 

Since well they knew the king. 


And “Ah," she said, “ I love him so, 

I tremble with delight j 
Would that I knew the gipsy’s spell 

To charm him through the njght I ** 


Then to her rival’s bower she "went, 
(Who for, unconscious, lay,) 
And waited in a' flush of joy 

Till he should pass that way. 


He came in all his jewdlcd state. 
His dagger by his $ide, 

The philtre filled him with desire 
Fierce to be satisfied. 


His youth and beauty changed her love 
To passion at its best, 

And round his neck she wound her arms 
And took him to her breast. 


She was so'swcet, she loved so well. 
Before the night was past, 

He murmured, “Ah, my gipsv queen, 
Thou lovest me at last I 



■\Va'ite(i in hope and tear, 
Praying the Gods that all go \ 7 ell 
Pot her she held so dear. 


And when the Bight had somewhat waned, 
And sleep l«d closed his eyes, 

“ Presence,'’ she said, “ Unclasp th'mc arms 
And hid thy lover itsc.” 

The little Rani held him close 
And smiling answered low, 

My lover w so sweet to me 
J cannot let him go.*' 

And once again she came to warn 
The Rani begged reprieve, 

Love IS so sweet and new to me 
How can 1 let him leave ? " 


A third time came the handmaiden. 
Sleep weighted both their eyes, 
The Rani sighed, “ I love him so, 

1 capnot bid him rise I ” 


Thus all three slept until the dawn 
Rose tremulous and dear, 

And soon the sunlight through the room 
Pierced like a golden spear. 



It struck the king across the eyes, 
He rose alert and keen. 

He saw the pearls he knew so well, 
But not his gipsy queen. 

The Rani waking, held him stiU, 
He tore her arms apart. 

This for thr treachery,^' he cned. 
And stabbed her to the heart. 



The Cnicihx 


Oh, slender Christ, upon the Cross before me. 

Whose wistful CJC3 are sad and shaped for tears. 

What have we done, of all that jou commanded ^ 
Little enough 1 these last two thousand >cars 

Should any soul be touched with grace or glory. 
Surely such gifts are their possessor s loss 

Hemlock to Socrates, the stake for Bruno, 

And, to your young Divinity, the Cross 

That Cross, on which jou hung, serene and dying, 
Until the last, to your own tenets true, 

Praying amid your long drawn torments, “ Father 
Forgjse tnem, for they know not what they do 

Forgive, /tftjivr us, for our senseless folly. 

After these weary centuries, who can ? 

\Vc, who relinquished priceless consolation, 

That else those tender lips had left for Man 

Ours was the cruelty, the wasteful madness. 

And ours, alas, th irrevocable loss, 

You touched our anguished world with gentle solace. 
And in return, we gave you to the Cross I 



Wind o’ the Waste : On the Wall of Pekin 


The icy- wind sweeps over the desolate snows, 

Over the Desert of Gobi, towards the sea 
I envy this headless corpse, for it sleeps and knows 
No more of our human life and its agony 

He was a robber when living, and scaled the wall 

To escape his foes, fAh, could one escape from los c) 
They would have flayed mm alive had he chanced to fall 
Into their hands, so he strangled himself above 

And after awhile the body rotted and fell, 

The head stiU hangs on the nail by the broken stair, 
"Wherever his soul is now, it has left the Hell 

That passion makes for us here of hate and despair. 

Alas, this land of cruel and desolate things 1 

How can the Roses of Happiness come to bloom, 

Or that butterfly, Love, flutter his silken wings. 

While the bitter wind of the waste lashes the gloom ? 


Happiness 


“ Nothing succeeds as doth succeed Success ! ” 
None who have known Success assent to this 


Have I not kissed beloved, consenting lips, 

And through m) kisses cursed their sweet consent * 
Turning my fiice towards the desert stars 
To pray the chillness of the midnight breeze 
M^ht cool the passion that demanded mine 

And all the Gold, wrenched from the stubborn rock, 

The utmost Glory, gathered on the Field, 

1i^ hen have they proved a lure to Happmess ? 

Happiness is so reticent and shy, 

So trans ent, so lUusiv^ and so j oung, 

Most men but glimpse her through the morning flowers, 
Or the faint mirage of a passing dream 


She meets her lovers on the summer seas, 
Among the shadows of flic quiet hills, 
Grants them, perchance, a moment s ecstasy, 
Then, ere they realise her, she re gone 



Dreamers of Dreams arrest her wayward steps, 
And to the Young her kindest kiss is given. 
But none have claimed the m^dcn for a bride, 
Set her obedient by the daily hearth, 

Or raised a child of theirs from happiness. 

Happiness to Success is as a rose. 

Perfumed and dewy, in a nest of leaves, 

Is to a carven gem of emerald 
Circling a ruby on a golden stem. 

Take thou the jewel, Friend, and let me lose 
What soul I have, among the Lotus flowers I 



The Orange Garden 

(Translation from the Moor A by Walter Hams of Tangiei) 

I 

1 CANNOT find this Orange Garden fair 

The dun dnhcvcUed grass is \^et and chil! 

Desolate, croakitvg frogs distress the air, 

But birds, jfever birds come here, are stiU 

Even the oranges have lost their light 

And droop forlorn beneath the sombre green 

A water wheel creaks somewhere out of sight, 

Grey mist and shadow veil the lonely scene 

And when I think 1 hear )our coming leet 
K&stle across the grm and violet leaves, 

Tis but the gardener, who fears to meet, 

Among the gloom some fruit attracted thieves 

♦ U 

Pair, ah, feir, is the sunny Orange Garden, 

Secret and shady, scented and green 

Gold, red gold, arc the oranges in clusters. 

Fragrant and bright in their ripened sheen 

\ 



Even the croaking of the frogs is music, 

Even the creak of the wheel is song, 
Straight to my naked heart the wild birds’ warble 
Strikes m cadence, tremulously strong 

Now the old gardener passes discreetly, 

Never upraising his guarded eyes, 

For here in the violets, at rest, beside me. 

Sweet and consenting, my Loved One lies 1 



Droit du Seigneur 


The Aspens shiver bv the osier bed, 

The waters ripple in September s sun 
Among the rushes, where I sit and dream 
My basket empty and my work undone 

1 watch the spirals of blue smoke ansc 

Above tnc green of oak and chestnut tree 
Only one week of wistful wcarsness 
Before as custom bids, 1 go to thee 

But, wilt thou take thy right ^ My brother s wife 
Went to the castle on her weddirtg-day, 

And when thou saw sc her shivering dissent 

Didst thou not say in kindness, “ Go thy \vay, 

“Untouched by me, e\en as thou hast come, 

Save in the way of gifts , take this and this ’ 
And she, poor little fool, rgoincd her matt, 
Unharmed, »ni<»iiiurr<4 even by a kiss 

Last week I saw her at her cottage door 

Nursing her clumsy child , no wistful sigh 
For what her peasant arms might Jet have held, 

A child 'if thme,— -broke ncr seremtj 



‘Ah, if I knew how thou wilt deal with me 

Who knows ^ who knows ? They tell me I am feir, 
And any beauty that I may possess 

Ha\c^I not kept it for thy sake with care ’ 

To ^ard a pallor that might blush for thee, 

Shading the sunrays from this face of mine, 
Smoothing my hands with milk from elder flowers 
Lest the rough skin should jar the silk of thmci 


Ah, how I loved thee, even as a child 

Watching thee ride across the village squari^ 
The curls blown backwards from thy vivid face 
Thy pennons lifted on the summer air 


How I have envied bndes who passed thy gates, 
And when I heard the village gossips say 
Thou wert not as thy fathers , oft refused 
To claim thy privilege, 1 turned away 


So glad and yet so sad,— it well may be 

They will not notice me, those eyes of thine , 
Tet surely Jove wdl find some soft appeal 

To draw their gaze to me, thy lips to mine 

My cousin loves me , in his kindly eyes 

Lies the clear promise of a calm content 
i, wedding him, ensure his happiness 

As thou ensurest mine, shouldst thou consent. 



Ah, if thou showldst be land and set tbj seal 
On me and mine for ever. Women know 
The secret waj-s of love and all its lore 

If, — Ah, dear God in Heaven, if this were ^ 


Mj- firstborn should be thine, then all my life 
^ViB, and must, keep the memory of thee. 
Even as thou art printed on my heart. 

So on my being must thy impress be. 


No second lover and no second child * 
Efface the impnnt of the first who came. 
And on the golden sands of youth inscribed 
Lightly, but so mdehbl} , his name 

Many a custom, many an old abuse 

Thy people chensh still, unknown to thee » 
My cousin whispers me among the reeds, 

"'^'hat'has the pnest to do with thee and 

“Let us forestall ourmamagq thus thy child 
Will be thy husband’s, not a lawless thin^ 
Bom of injustice ” Ah, how blind men are, 
How strange their words of careless 


It 18 the sweetest justice ot our lives 

That once, ere settling to our lifelong tasl^ 
Of serving boors and raising sons to them 
One golden moment too divine to ask 



In our most daring prayers, is flung to us 
. By our time honoured custom’s strange jiecree, 
One perfect hour of radiant romance 
Is lent to us ; •will it be lent to me 


Rarely men understand our way of love ; 

How that to women in their weddjng hours 
Lover and priest and king are blent in one, 

- Hence the awed worship of these hearts of ours. 

V 

' . . . ? 

At times love for 'a Httle lifts the veil 

And men and women see each other’s heart, 

But swiftly passion comes, obscuring all, 

And thus the nearing souls are swept apart. 


To as lave is a sacred rite ; to men 
• Custom, perhaps affection, or desire. 
Before we hold our lovers in our arms 

They are too fiercely amorous to inquire. 


And after too indifferent ; thus our souls 
Remdin an unread chapter to the end, 

And those whose very life is blent with ours 
Cannot be called with jusdee even friend. 

me, 1 dfeam and dream : my Wsket ^ 
Unfilled beside me, while the aspens part 
Their trembling leaves, and show the castle walls 
That rest my eyes and draw my anxious heart, 



3ecause they hold its treasure. Ah, Seigneur, 

So loved, so longed for, passing strange It seems 

Chat I shall speak to thee, to whom I spe^ 

Daily in thought, and nightly through my dreams. 

Thou may'st misunderstand. Excess of love 
Takes the pale lips of coldness or of art. 

And yet my eyes must surely find some way 

To show the white heat burning at my heart ! 

w 

Seigneur, not so dissimilar am I 

From thee and thine. Thou know’st thy father’s wars. 

Ay, and his father's ; much the castle blood 

■ Mixed with the village stream in former days. 

Signs of more brilliant lineage than my own 

Many have marked in me. Take heed of this ; 

Find me not too unworthy of thine arms ; 

These lips arc thine knowing no other kiss. 


Think ; if thou mvest me an hour’s delight 
It will be all ray life will ever know. 

Seigneur, have pity on tlus love of mine 
And lend thyself to me before I go 

Back to my narrow life. 'The whitest star 

May let its pure and trembling beauty rest 
In the dim silver of the smallest pool ; 

Wherefore not thou a moment on my breast ? 


I am thme own by immemonal nght, 

Stoop thou and take that pnvilcge of thme 
An hour’s dalliance m thy life, Seigneur, 

And an eternal memory m mine 1 



Korean Song 


“Ah, paddle not thou afar from shore 

"Where the Great Stream meets the sea, 

The River Pirates will snatch thy gold 
And beat out th) life from thee ” 

“But thine eyes, mjr Beloved, thuie 
Have they no pcnl for me ’ ” ’ 

“Ah, go not down to the dens by night 

where they sell thee poppied dreams, 

Like evil eyes, through the spiral smoke. 

The lighted opium gleams ” 

“What of thine eyes, oh, my Bclovetj 

“ Ah, stray not where last year’s Lotus stalks 
Are gripped in the frozen mere, 

The treacherous ice is over thin ” 

“ It IS not the ice 1 fear. 

But thme eyes, my Beloved, thmc e„gj 
So dangerous and so dear 1 " , * 



Stars of the Desert 


(Mahomed Akram’a Night Wateh) 

/ 

The night is calm, and all the stars are burning, 
Around our camp the sands stretch far away. 
No sound, except the lonely jackals howling. 
Until the horses, starued, wake and neigh. 


Only the walls of one thin tent of canvas, 

Only a yard of yellow desert sand, 

Between us two, and yet J know you distant, 

As though you lived in some far Nortl\eni land, 


Here, at the doorway of my tent, I linger 

To watch in yours the shadow and the li^ht. 
The hungry soul within me burning, burning, 

As the stars burn throughout the Eastern night. 


I know well how you sleep, your head thrown backwards, 
Your loose hair ruffled up and disarrayed, 

Your fervent eyes still sombre m their slhmber 
' From the dark circle of the lashes’ shade. 



I listen to your even cadenced breathing. 

From the soft curve of parted lips set fre®.5 
Only a slander wall of wind-stirred canvas 
Between your loveliness asleep and me. 

Sleep on, I sit and watch your tent In silence. 
White as a sail upon this sandy sea, 

And know the Desert’s self »s not more bound^®®^ 
Than is the distance ’twixt yourself and t”®* 

Know that I am some low red planet burning* 
You in the Zenith, a serene white star. 

And I to you, less than the lonely jackals 
That howl among the sandy wastes afar. 

Sleep on, the Desert sleeps around you, quiet> 
Watched by the resdess, golden stars abo'^®* 

* Ay, let us sleep ; you to your careless wakin§’> 
Sj'ffjinvny iataai* ot •oTawpihttiS.wt. 



The Fisherman^ Bnde 


Thb gre-xt grey waves, with an angry moan, 
Kush in on the patient sand 
The spray from their crests is backwards blown 
By the strong wind from the land 

As curls are blown from a maiden s face 
And flutter behind her free, 

The spindnft blows from the waves that race 
From stress of the outer sea 

The restless wind has ever a sigh 
And the ivavcs are salt as tears. 

Maybe because of the dead who lie 
Where never the sunlight peers 

One curl of his hair is more to me 
Than a thousand waves of thine, 

Yet is his life in thy charge, oh, sea, 

And also and therefore mine. 

Great sins are written against thy name 
In records of olden times 
Art thou not filled wth sorrow and shame 
Remembenng ancient crimes 



Then spare, oh, spare this lo\ er of mine. 
Thou queen of a miUion ships, 
Content thee with that coral of thine 
And leave me my lover’s lips I 



The End 


In the past I have craved for many a thing 
And ever you answered No,” 

Now 1 would ask you for one thing more j 
For God’s sake let me go I 

Truly the Greeks were wise who smileH, 

* Saying, in days gone by. 

Love has only the heart of a child 
And the wings of a butterfly I 

(Ah, for the cabired sampans, floating free, 

Ah, for the tropic moonlit nights, that fling 

Unnecessary silver on a sea 

Itself with phosphorescent light aglow. 

Ah, for the waving palrqs along the shore ) 

Craft, long laid up in a dockyard dry. 

Wearily yearn to feel 
The cool caresses of living water 
Pressing against the keel, 

A ship remembers the open sky 
Anchored in roadstead ease 
And all that the wind and waves have taught her 
In far-off perilous seas 



Amidst the strife of damorous speeches 
And eager gold snattiiing hands, 

The soul grows fiunt for the yellow beaches, 
The loneliness of the wind-swept reaches, 

And the calm of Eastern lands 
My foot IS athnil for the steel of the stirrup, 
My palms are astir for the grip of an oar 
The whole of my body is sick for the sea 
And the peace of a desolate shore. 

Perhaps you gave me what you call love, 

(1 had c^ed it another name) 

But anyway, 1 am tired of playing 
Take ail the stakes of the sorry game. 

I wonder you thought me worth betraying. 
^But what IS there now that is worth the sayin§^ 
Since the end must be the same ? 

I shall piece toe^eiher my broken youth, 
if aught of youth remain. 

And when at fast the wreefe of me readies, 
Beyond the lilt of persuasive speeches, 

(I question if ever you spoke the truth) 
The palm-tree shade of the coral beeches 
The cool retreat of the Cinnamon grove, 

Peace will find me again. ' 

For Youth, who sleeps so soundly and so well. 
On any couch and under any stars. 

Shall jom with Rest and weave a magic spell 
To soothe the memory of my pnson bar^. 



The Consolation of Dreams 


Farewell, O Sapphire Eyes, serene and clear, 

Tender and careless, not the stars above 

Could take less heed of one who held them dear 

Than you Beloved, who could not, would not, love. 

Ah, Sapphire Eyes, who could not, would not, care 
Or shed on me their soft indifferent beams. 

The long white day may keep you far as fair, 

Yet you come very near to me in dreams 

Dreams • when I force you with soft violence 
To turn on me their tender azure shine, 

And tune your voice to this sweet eloquence 
“lam your lover, lend your lip# to mine " 

‘ Refuse me not " Ah, when would I refuse? 

“ Turn here your face ” When would I turn away ? 

I, whose one wish is that you should infuse 

Your life in mine in love’s completest way. 

I, who had held that life had given me all 
Had it, oh, jf It had but given me you I 

Had Fate but ordered your soft light to fall 
Across my solitudes, O eyes of blue 



In tht: Far East the old Religions say 
' Mai^^nses nearest to the Gods above. 

For a brief space becoming even as they. 

In the last ecstasy of human love. 

M.oht I not also rise and reach your soul 
^ ® If once Its passionate life had passed to me 
ft. the surrender of your self control, 

Th* unguarded motnents of your ecstasj 

For though you hold that Love is brief and mortal, 
"What other way can I attain to you 
I know O Azure Eyes, no other portal 
' To reach the inind beyond your mystic blue. 

A „d „rt_what use these de«, delusive dreams ’ ' 

The night wears through, the stars grow pale above, 
Farewell, O Sapphires, see m tears, there seeips 

No hope, no rest, you would not, could not, lone. 



Men Should be Judged 


MtN should be judged, not by thetr tint of skin. 

The Gods they serve, the Vintage that th^ dnnk, 
Nor by the way thej fight, or love, or sm, 

But by the quatity of thought they think 



The Island of Desolation : Song of Mohamed 
Akram 


Here on the Island of my Desolation 
I look across the wastes of azure sea ; 
None of the ships that pass m exaltation 
Have any cargo or commands for me. 


Not m the red of any joyous morning, 

Not in the gold of any sunset light, 

Will they run up the flag to give me warning 
That the so longed for vessel looms in sight. 


Sometimes I light the beacon fires of passion 

To lure frail pleasure craft towards the »hore, 
Join the night revels in half hearted fashion 
Only to wake more lonely than before 


Now and again some fhcndly soul has landed, 
Taken his careless welcome , sailed away, 
And in the time of tempos^ ships have stranded, 
Spilling rich merchandise about the bay 



White bones among the mangroves glisten dimly, 

Dnft with the water, in the sunshine bleai^i, 

While the gaunt ribs of wreckage rising gnmly 

Guard the forlomness of the ,wind-swept beach 

Inland, among the fern and seeding grasses 
Where the Acacia, silken tassclied, waves. 

The summer wind sighs softly as it passes 
Over the green of half forgotten graves. 

Little I heed , my eyes gaze ever seaward, 

Straining to gbmpsc the ship I never see. 

My constant soul, set like a compass, theeward 
Even as thine was always turned from me 

Ah, how I loved thee I Hwinff to forget thee, 

Where are the things i did not vamly try > 

But every cell and fibre still regret thee, 

Even tn death remembrance will not die. 

If thou shouldst seek me (though thou comest never. 

My hopes, like IjghthoUse rays, stream forth to thee) 
Thou woul^t still find mi faithful, watching e\cr. 

Or buned with my face toward the sea. 



A Sea Pink 


She came, a maiden from the North, 

, To dwell among a Southern race, 
And lovely Northern eyes looked forth 
In azure from her oval face. 

Her hair was like the pale faint gold 
^ September’s sun sheds o’er the land. 
And soft to touch and sltm to hold 
The white perfection of her hand. 

They loved her on that Southern shore : 

Tall fisher men and dark-haircd boys 
Were fain to linger round her door 

With sheHs and kindred ocean toys. 

Yet was their love restrained by fear, 

So still she was, so calm and pale, 
She seemed a star, remotely dear, 

No human love might dare assail. 

Whilst in her chamber, small and bright 
With sea pinks and blue lavender, 
She wondered through the summer night 
' Why love had never aune to her. 



Her fancy wandered to the shore 

Sunburnt beneath the noonday skies, 
Again the fisher lads she saw. 

Their willing arms and eager cj es 


Saw their y oung smdes, whose tender gleams 
Held all the love she had not known, 
And, blushing m her morning dreams. 

Felt their red lips against her own 


But all day long her self-eontrol 

Concealed her loneliness too well 
Alas ! these barners of the soul, 

So slight, yet so insincible ’ 

Time passed her azure eyes grew sad. 

Dull sorrow dimmed their danong blue, 
While many a pensive fisher lad 

Envied the seagulls as they flew 


Envied them their sweet liberty. 

Free of the ocean, free to love. 

On light Untrammelled vrmgs, while he 
As well might woo the stars above 


As the young Tuaidcn of his choice 

Her gentle beauty bloomed m vain, 

She knew no art, lie found no voice 

To bndge the gulf between them twain 



How should a fisher lad aspire 

To wm a thing as fair as this ^ 

So after days of dumb desire 

Some duskier maiden claimed his kiss. 

And day by day the tipples broke 
Around the fishers m the bay. 

Night after night alone she woke 

Till all her youth had passed away. 

The swift sweet years when she was young, 
Her golden years, slipped lightly past, 

And thus the song remained unsung, 

The rose ungathered till the last. 



The Date-garden 


I DREAMT last night you %Tcre mine indeed. 
And I prayed the dream to stay, 

But this world of ours with reckless haste 
Rushed on to another day. 

I thought we slept on the Desert sands, 
Where the old date-gardens lie, 

And a widen mist of quivenng stars 
scattered across the sTty. 

There, in the limitless silences, 

Where only the jackals hve. 

You were kind to me as you arc not kind, 
And gave vrhat you will not give. 

And when the hands were fallen apart, 
And the longing lips grown loth, 

A Bttle wind front under the stars 
Came down and caressed us both. 

Then, leaning against your heart, I said 
Ah, it were a lovrfy thing 
If from this blossoming time of ours 
, Some flower of Ute should spring. 



And though mankind, with tts narrow sight, 
Might christen it child of shame. 

The people s heart, which is alws^s true, 
Would give It a sweeter name 


“ Love child name that is tender with love , 
With joyous passion and youth 
Man s own sad laws have blinded his eyes, 

But some of us see the truth I 

If mine own hand had written my fate, 

I know I had rather been 
Fruit of a wild and esco^uisite love 
Than the child of dull routine 


Should I not give to children of yours 
Created m sheer delight, 

The cool clear soul of this star lit waste. 
The peace of the Desert night ^ 


And all our fervour and j6uth and force, 
Would they not feel the same ? 
SuTcl) the torch of life should be lit 
At the whitest heat of the flame 1 


Ixan back, lean back, till your loosened hair 
Lies soft on the Desert sands 
That all yourself may abandoned ^ ^ 

To my reverent lips and hands 



When first I saw 3 ou, Mj 'Well Beloved, 

In mf secret heart I said. 

Ah, that the lips might follow the ejes 
And feast where these have fed * 

And now that thine own have set mine free 
(Be still, O, m3r heart, be stiU) 

I only fear that my life ma) wane 
Before they have had their will 

Thus I spoke m the visions of mghr, 

As I may not speak by da} , 

But the amel hours with redcless speed 
Have carried my dream away 

The night is over, the sjars have paled, 

The magic of sleep has flown, 

The white-ejed Da), slipping into the world, 
Tound me, as ever, alone. 



Trees of Wharnclifle House 


Oh, green and leafy Wharncliffe trees 
That tremble to and fro. 

You rustle in the languid breeie 
And catch the evening glow. 
Across the dusty gloomy street, 

I note your tender sheen. 

But unto me it is not siveet. 

Who see what I have seen. 


The slender Coco palms I crave 
Beside a purple sea. 

Where every phosphorescent wave 
Leaps up in ecstasy. 

Towards the tangled stars aboac 
That sparkle in the blue. 

These are the things I know and lo\e. 
How can I care for you ^ 


I always feel a sense of loss 
If, at the close of day, 

I cannot see the Southern Cross 

Break through the gathered grey, 



Nor watch the liquid moonlight gleam 
Among the temples white, 

And realise that lovely dream, 

We call an Hastern night 

Though I, impatient of the heat, 

Forth from die window lean 
To cool my sight across the street 
Amidst your shaded green. 

Your l«ves, refreshed by summer showers. 
Are naught to me, who feast 
My fancy on those other flowers 
That burn about the East 

For I have seen the Lotus bloom 
On lakes like inland seas, 

And white Magnolias, through the gloom, 
Moonlike among the trees 
Have watched the pde Tuberose, aglow 
With phosphorescent light, 

And Water lilies Ijing low 
On sacred tanks at night 


Have wandered where the Moghra flowers 
Exhale their scent at noon. 

And dreamt sweet dreams where Jasmin bowers 
Grow white beneath the moon , 

Have seen the Poppies crimson wave 
O etflow the land for miles 



By night, my fancj’ spreads her wings 
In visions that console. 

But all day long, remembered things 
Arc dragging at my soul. 

I uant the silver on the sea. 

The surf along the shore, 

The ruined Mosque, whose weeds grow free, 
Where Princes prayed of )Ofc. 

I want the lonely, level sands 

Stretched out beneath the sun. 

The <adnes3 of the old, old lands. 

Whose destiny is done. 

The glory and the grace, that elmg 
About the mountain crest 
Where tombs of many a faithless king 
Guard, faithfully, their test 

Not lightly would I speak of Love, 

C5r estimate his power, 

But every star that wheels above, 

And each, enamelled flower 
That sends persuasive influence 
To touch the human mmd. 

Appeals to some strange, inner sense 
^ That^Lovc can never find 


Love always needs his ally, Youth, 
. Or lost is all his charm , 

A sunset is a golden truth 



And loveliness will lend the earth 
Its radiance and sheen 
If but one rosebud come to birth. 

One single leaf grow green. 

Ah, waving trees of Whamdiflc House, 
That tremble to and fro, 

Old dreams and Ancles jou arouse, 

Old fires you set aglow. 

Tour shaded greenness soothes the cj e, 
“Worn out with dusQ' hours, 

But still 1 crave that Eastern sk> , 
Those brilliant Onent flowers ! 



All Farewells should be gently spoken 


Av, smooth j our hair for another lover, 

Refold the satin, rcstnng the pearls, 

Lest those who will tal.c my place discover 
Discoloured tints and dishevelled curls. 

Lift up those delicate lips that mine 

Reddened with kisses but yesterdi;^, 

Let others drink the dregs of the wine 
We two have msted and flung awaj 

I wish you well , go gather the gold, 

Tm little triumphs you hold so dear, 

For you the pasture, the sheltered fold 

Ways smoothed by custom and fenced bj fear 

You could not have lived aloof, afar 

In golden deserts, by lonely streams, 

Be rich, be courted, be all )ou are, 

But seek not silence, nor lo\ e nor dreams 

Yet what am I that my song should shame you. 
What strength have I, that I call you weak? 

Ah, Love alone has the right to blame you 
And He is a God and will not speak 



Mo child shalllnhcnt our love’s cstntc 

To be false like you or forlorn bke me. 

CVhat If your sweet and treacherous eyes 
Had smiled at me from a child of mine 
Your delicate lips, so apt at lies, 

Lived and laughe^ a perpetual sign 

Of fitful passion and freniied hours 
That now arc utterly passed away, 

Dead and forgotten as last year’s flowers 

A^d all sweet things that have had theif ‘^y’* 

Yet, last farewells should be gently spoken, 

And tunes of pleasure let no man gtudg®* 

Of things once loved, though his heart he b^ohen, 
A rQ> ec has nevec the n^ht to 



Garden Song 


Forgive me, in that I kissed your lips 
Too fiercely or too soon ; 

It was the fault of the nightingale 
Singing against the moon. 

If Reason swerved in a brief eclipse 
The while I sinned my sm. 
Opposed to Love, it must alwajs fail 
Since Love must always win. 


The flowers rejoiced in that kiss of ours, 

Even as they were fom 

The great night maths should ravage their hearts, 
Seeking for golden gain : 

Bringing them pollen from other flowers, 

Set open through the night 
To play their motionless, mystic parts 
In Nature’s marriage rite. 


And who was I, to resist, withstand 
That charm of fragrant gloom ? 

A summer night has a thousand powers 
Of scent and stars and bloom 



Forgive me, in that my errant hand 
Giresscd j'our silken hair. 

Oh lay the blame on the Orange flowers, 
You irnno how sweet they were I 



The Match-maker 


Many are loved, but few indeed adored 
"With the devotion paid to thee, O Lord. 

She bids me steal the tassel of thy pord, 

Thinking of lovc- 

That she may fasten it above her bed, 

Thus win some subtle sense of thee be shed. 
When the tvind blows across lU , 


Further, she bade me say these I*'" ' 

“ Downcast and long although my 
Thine eyes have burnt into the ”'^nove 1 


■‘Mimosa stood, though on the threshold laid 
And subject unto passing unafraid ” 

Can still'send fottii fresh abootle«-,“-f'j;t ? 


“Such is the tree's innate "“'"J- . 

And if my heart stare 1 

■Still stould new shoots of lov i„ve 1 



As waits the sacrifice upon the pjre. 

Fearing, yet longing for, the sacred fire, 

Her beauty craves the flame of thy desire, 

Master of love. 

There js an island in the Southern Sea, 

Where maidens, when they children cease to be 
With Festivals of Laughter are set free. 

Island of lose. 

Set free to love ; none hinder them nor chide. 
Laughing, they cdl their lovers to their side, 
Laughing, thcie lovers leave them, satisfied. 

Joyous with love. 

Go thou to her, such laughter will be thme. 

And when her arms about thy youth entwine, 
Thou wilt be grateful for these words of mine. 
Message of love. 

1 leave thee, Lord, and if thou shouldst consent, 
And thus thy gracious life with hers be blent, 
Rcniembet in the days of thy content, 

This slave of love. 



V^-Glory 


Ir you fed, in the Chaos of Things, 

Life is somewhat a sorrowful jest, 
Come to the shadow of Love’s soft wings, 
To starlit silence and dreams and rest. 
Leaving the glow, the pomjs Ac power, 
F^e and fortune and folly and fret, 
The Western sun is a golden flower I 
Come to love, come to forget I 


Turn -your tender and radiant . 

. %es like amethysts, jeweUed and clear. 

What do they see in the ,, ; 

Which of Its baubles would they hold dear 

Vain are the glories, every one, 

Vain to conquer and wiin to regret , 

The falling shadows engulf *e sun. 

Come to love, come to forget I 


The Flag of Glory is quickly furW, 

. Thf Sword of Honovnr^ hardly more. 

To those who wander about the svor 

The standards vary ; onc^is not sure. 



One’s drifting soul^ in life* s ebb and flow, 

«■ Would fein be faithful to some things yet, 
But youth issuing, the sun i« low, 

Come to love, come to forget I 

iFrom shade of sorrow or stress of swife, 

Hcte, in the desert, how far one seems. 
Oh, follow )our fanc)’, lend your life 

To the golden guidance of your dreams I 
And come to me : you are free to go 
Ere ever the stars of morning set 
The fires of sunset arc burning low, 

Come to love, come to forget J 



Worth while 


I AsKZT> of my desolate shipwrecked soul 
“ Wouldst thou rather never have met 
The one whom thou Idvedst beyond control 
And whom thou adorcst yet 

Ba^k from the senses, the heart, the brain, 

Camc-the answer swifdy thrown, 

** What matter the price ^ we would pay it agam, 

We have had, we have loved, we have wiown I 



Invitation to the Jungli 


The Jungle gloom is dim and cool, 

And, even through the noonday heat, 
Among the reeds beside the pool 
The silent air is freshly sweet 

Though desert winds, sand*Udcn, pass, 

And all the tree tops bend and stgh, 
Nobreezes stir the flower-filled grass 
Beside the lake where we shall lie. 

We shall not hear the Temple bells, 
jTAc tom-tom’s sad insistent heat, 

The far Bataar, whose murmur swells 
Wth eager cnes and restless feet. 

We shall not know the mynad cares 

'That make the Home’s soft tyranny. 
And all the Temple’s lip-woru prayers. 

Its ordered gifts, will pass us by 

Those lip-worn prayers , whose sense is lost 
Efiaced by long and tearful use, 

By thousands daily skywards tost, 

WfaJe still tl>e God’s reject, — refuse,— 



Let others pay the reverence dne 

With wavjng lights and sacred flowers. 

1 pray no rpore except to yow. 

My ftith is in this love of ours. 

And I shall twine the Kuskus grass 
To shield the thing I hold so dear. 

What if the fierce-eyed Panthers pass ? 

T know their ways and have no fear. 

The jungle is my native land 

And Jove shall smooth jts paths for you 

Ah, could I make you understand. 

How well It IS, this thing you do. 

You leave the world, and passing by 
Its tarnished gold ana futile strife. 

Gain freedom, love, the open sky, 

The flowers upon the Tree of Life 1 



For I am the Flower of Khorassan, 

The silveiy Sinjjb trc^ 

And he who pitches his camp beneath 
Shall dream of love and of me, 

As my scented breath steals through the tent 
To enhance his ecstasy I 



The Outlaw 


Worn we he on the shimmcnng sand. 

Well quit of the world and free 
The scent of the flowers that hloom inland 
Is wafted oter the sea. 

I lean on your shoulder, round and bare, 
As soft Its a ripened peach. 

And watch the weed, like a woman’s hair, 
Drift up on the curving beach 

Twilight falls on the violet hills,*— 

On silver surf at their feet, — 

From groves of Orange a wild bird mils 
Songs that are cruelly sweet, — 

Lilac and lemon and rose and grey 
Lie soft on the dimpled waves,— 

The golden tribute of parting day 
Is hud on the Moorish graves. 

The lonely dead, who arc dispossessed • 

A Minaret marks their Creed, 

Grim cactus hedges enshnne their rest. 

What need, my brothers, what need ? 



They feccd the curses and cares of Life, 
And how should they fear in Death 
The howls of the hoarse hyenas’ strife, i 
Their carrion tainted breath ? 


Nay, Well-beloved, why shudder' and thrill, 
When that graveyid meets your view 
Gardens or Rest, or Death if you will, 
Are'closed for awhile to you. 


Safe in your youth, which is my reproach ; 

I take it to stifle pain. 

As men repel the waves that encroach 
From stress of the outer Main. 

Building a dyke, or a strong sea-wall, 
rSUt liltms they tfil’to ab, 

Collecting wreckage, things slight and small. 
For these have their value too. 


massed together in heaps they lie 
Resisting the rising tide 
And slowly, surely, the waves defy, — . 
The builders arc satisfied. 



Towards the country of sooer sKies, 

Th^ land of the sullen sea, 

Where dwell the azure, disdainful eyes 
That never had light for me 

Many the rules in the stressful North 1 
And wcaner most than wise , 

But though I pandered away, came forth 
From under those clouded slues. 

Two laws are fixed, as the stars above, 

For every race and dune , 

One 1 $ the cruel Sweetness of Los e 
And one the Shortness of 'Hme 1 

Ah, Well belosed, though 1 may not spend 
The best of my soul on you, 

Ask of me as ) ou would of a fhend, 

All that I can I will do 

For now that none have the right to say 
, “ This thing IS not meet tor thee, 

1 take what happiness dnfis my way 
W cU quit of the world and free 



Return ! 


Serene and slender, and more than ivory \7hUe ; 

Whose Sphynx-like nddlc it never was mine to read, 

I implore Thee, by all our moments of past dehght, 

Have pity 1 Take heed 1 

How long. Oh, Lord, this crucifixion of me, 

Whose whole soul fames for a ivord, — for a single touch ? 
Oh, Thou, whom I seek through Thy sinister m) stery, 
understanding so httle, desire so much, 

Have pity on me i 

Thy hair was gold, the pale, dim gold of the North, 

Thy weary attitudes quiet in graceful rest, 

But Thy tortured and desperate soul looked wildly forth,—* 
Through the eyes of a luuntcd man, distraught distressed 
By sorrow or wrath 

I would rather share Thy hell, that I dimly guess 
Than any alien heai cn unknown of Thee ^ 

Oh oat of Thine own despair, Beloved, heed my distress. 
And return to me I 



Philosophy of Morning 


Slavs 

Ay, he is fur, yet not indeed so fair 
As thou transfigurest him 
In thine own eyes, dear as the morning air. 


** Ay, he is strong and hthe, yet not in truth 
As thou rememberest him, 

Tis the intoxication of thy youth ! 


“Mistiess of mine, for oncelet truth be told, 

• These lovers are less lovely than they seem, 
Tis lov^ who subtly turns their Brass to gold 
Widi the allunng magic of a dream.” 


Princess 

“Thy chatter, girl, is like a nest of jays 1 
Disturb me not vrith jangling coffee trays 1 
Reclose the lattice and shut out the light 
I have no haste to end the peace of night. 



(Si«S^) “He whom 1 love is itscc a loneij rower 

Ijt by the simbght of a great renown, 
Aspinng skyward m unconscious power 

Above the dust and clamour of the town* 

“ The West wind fanned the battlcmented crest, 

And, in’the frolic of an idle hour, 

Left a light seed among the stones to rest 

Which later bloomed a scented golden flower. 

“ Oh, Seomar, so much desired of me, 

Lovely and lone and lofty as thou art, 

May It be wntten in my fate’s decree 

To plant love’s golden flower against thy heart I 

“And if love be the dream thou sayst it is 
What matter ’ so it bring that free of his 
Near unto mm^ and longing find relief 
I care not if the dream be true or no 
So it be not too bncf 1 ” 


Slave 

A j *it , “’Tisevcrsol 

And stiU the young waste m Love’s fitful flame 
The force that else had broi^ht them gold and feme.” 

^ Princess 

'* DidsMhou not tell me of one who bought thy youth 

Snite of ? J»ndered his pleasure in thee ? 

apite ot his gold, gamed without pity or ruth 
uncut emeralds and pearls of the sea 
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“ And wnat of him who headed the tribes last year 

Against the Sultan I When he had lost the game. 
Blinded and burnt, and broken with pam and fear, 

Cared he then for the passing Wirage of tame ’ 

Slave 

“ Truly, men gam not much for all their strife 1 ” 
Princess 

“ There arc some chapters in the txiok of life 
Pages, whose print demands the morning light. 

That youth alone can understand iwicht 
These 1 would read while time is rnth me still 
Let after happenings be what they will 
For this 1 hold, that when a woman lies 
Watching her beauty fire her lovers ejes 
While the lithe strength, she worshipped from afar, 
Melts in her arms and quivers on her breast. 

She knows the utmost sense of joy and rest 
That fate has given to this luckless star 
Men call the world 

“And though the dream may fede, 

Passing awaj, as sunshine into shade. 

Memories of its light will still assuage 
The weariness that haunts the after age 

“ So shall she see the fire in other s eyes. 

Hear the quick questions and the low replies. 

And these shall not disturb her inward rest, 

Since, m her spnng she also knew the best. 
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" But those who let the days of youth drift by, 
Scorning to s^are a lover s ecstasy, 

They shall lament, when all their youth has flown 
Most bitterly, because they have not known 

“ Ah, close the lattice, leave me to my dreams, 

Shut out the brightness of the morning beams, 
Let me return, to night where silence is 
And the worn beauty of that face of his " 



The Slave 


Ik purple haze the sun has set, 

A tuft of palms, a Minaret, 

Rise dear against the sky. 
The silence of the scented air 
Stirs to a sense of evening prayer 
At the Muezzin's ay. 


^Vhat care have I, that yesterday 
1 led thee as a slave away 

From Maroc’s market-place ? 
Are tPC not all the slaves of love? 

The very stars that wheel above 

Arc bound by time and space I 


1 struck the fetters from thy hands 
Only to forge thee stronger bands ; 

Leastways, 'twas my desire 
To hold thy captise soul to me, 
Ev'en as mine is chained to thee, 

By links of passionate fire. 



I want thee for thy beauty’s sake, 
Though naught, as owner, will I take 
Thou art entirely free. 

Yet, if thy gaze of sombre fire 
Find aught in me to wake desire 

Then give thyself to me 1 



The Seasons 


Yomi 

Would God, that 1 could love thee less f 
My days ate lost in dreams of thee. 

1 do my work in weariness. 

Till kindly twilight sets me free. 

Throughout the night thy beauty burns, 
The more possessed, the more desired. 
Until another day returns 

To 6nd me desperately tired. 


Middle Ace 

Ah, me, that I could love thee more ! 

I know thee kmd ; I sec thee fair. 
Why can 1 not, as oft of )ore, 

In soft caresses lose my care ? 


At times life’s dra^ng afternoon 

Is quickened hy ^y morning charms ; 
1 seek, thee, but alas ! 1 soon 

Fotget thee, even in thine asms I 



AGE 


T/vese lovers ! Who can understand 
Their vivid joy, their wild despair ? 

He does but live to kiss her hand. 

And she would die to touch his hair ! 

Love is an enemy to Rest, 

Which surely is Ufc‘s dearest good. 

Yet, something stirs within my breast 

And murmurs, ** Once you understood I ” 



Devotion of Aziz to Mir Khan 


Mir. Kiiav 

Ako now, 1 take my leave of thee.** 

Atiz 

“Farewell, Mif Khan." 

Mir Khan 

** Hast thou no more to say ? ’* 

Azxj. 

“I, saying farewell to thee, take leave of all." 

Mir Khan 

“Thou knowest, Aziz, I shall return to thee. 

I do but leave thee now, at thy command.” 


“ Ay, at my prayer ” 
100 


Aziz 



Mir, Khav 

** Indeed I shall return 
Ere the fifth sunset gild these barren hills. 

I would have stayed with thee ; have stayed alone, 
Did I not feel the truth of all thy words, 

How that my name entails a greater risk 
Than thine my foster-brother, yet I go 
Somewhat in aoubt ” 


, Aziz 

“ 1 have no doubt at all 
Only go quickly, lest my heart should break I ” 

Mir Khan 

"See, now, Aziz, it is but as thou sayest, 

If I should stay, they will imprison me, 

And hold me long, knowing my father’s name 
Makes me a hostage, worthy- to be held. 

Whilst thee thev will not *' 

Aztz 

" Me they will not hold." 
Mir Kkah 

"What dost thou murmur ? " 

Azrz * 

“Nothing. Go, Mir Khan. 
Thu last faint light has left the lilac hills,' 



And thou shouldst start. Even disguised as 
In the dis%uring raiment of a slave. 

Thy beauty shines like evening stars, ablaze 
Through dusky mists that but enhance their" gld^ 
Walk warily, Mir Khan, and hide thine eyes. 

Lest women see, and passion shipwreck thee 
Ere thou hast reached thy fort ** 

Mia Khan 
“ Whence 1 return 

With a picked squadron to ddivcr thee,” 

Aziz 

“Why dost thou hesitate ? ” 

Mir Khan 
'•'•'^arew^&s are sad. 

And— there is somethuig in thine eyes, Aziz, 

Dost thou ?— thou canst not — doubt of my reti’™ 

Aziz 

“1 doubt thee not, Mir Khan. Another star 
Has risen above the purple mountain crest, 

Thou shouldst be gone.” 

Mir Khan 
“Believe me——” 



Aziz 


“I believe 

Indeed I know Thine inmost secret thoughts 
Are mine, were alwajs mine Ah, try me not. 
Leave me, whilst I can bid thee leave me Go, 
Lest I implore thee, ‘Stay and die with me I 


Mir Khan 

” Die ^ But thou dicst not I I had not changed 
My state and garments with thee, had a thought 
Or death to thee, or even the chance of death, 
Glanced on my mind Nay, then, 1 stay, Aziz." 

Aziz 

“There is no risk Thou art so much to me 
Even a five days’ parting moves me so,— 

Breaks up my courage, till I hardly heed 
What words I say Go now Thou art Aziz, 
Aziz, the slave, remember, not Mir Khan, 
Beloved of women, and ever in their snares. 

Even as now ’ 

Mir Khan ' 

" Take thou my opium ” 


Aziz 

“Nay, thou willst need it in the mountain pass ; 
I have my own.” 



Azizj^the slave, and not the lord Mir Khan, 
Thej-will not wrong thee, will not torture thee 
As they would torture me, the son of kings.’ 


“ Further, Sher Afzul said thou, smiling, spak’st 
Saying, * He loves me so, he will remain, 

Even with certain death confronting him.’ 


” Ay, but thou knew’st me well. He «•?// remain 
There- was no need of any speech of thine 
To bid me stay.^ Am I not thine indeed 
For life or death ? ^Oh, I am glad, Mir Khan I 
Glad that thou givest me this exquisite gift 
Even the gift of death,— death for thy sake. 

“ Thy heatity was ever a perfect thing to me. 
Gracious and free ; to see thy luminous eyes 
Lit vrfth the longing of thine ardent soul, . 

Ablaze, like golden suns, in love or war, 

To touch thy feet, setting thy stirrup-irons. 

Or rest my lips upon thy drinking-cup, 

These were the joys of Aziz, serving thee. 

Living unnoticed with thee, in thy tents. " 

“Women have loved me, even me, Mir.Khan, 
Not with the adoration given to thee, 

But with kind words, and gentle tvays, that fell 
On ray worn heart as nun on dusty flowers,— 



Perhaps it vfas pty, not lowe ; I do not know 
But this devotion that I have for thee, 

This 13 another thing ; 1 have no words 
To tell thee what thou knewest and didst not heed 
Why shouldst thou heed ^ What could 1 do for thee, 
To whom the t^hole world is willing to give its all 
Holding that all less than the sight of thee ^ 

“When at to-morrov. s dawn they torture me, 

Burning my eyes, I shall remember thine, 

The luminous circles of light I so adored 

And when they crush my limbs, 1 shall find peace 

Knowing that thine, safe tn the distant fort, 

Amongst thy household rest m licit love 

“How I have envied them the things they did I 

The women who loved thee, and were loved by the®. ‘ 

Envied their jewelled hands the right to play 

In that soft hair of thine, their little teeth 

The law they allowed themselves to cling and bite 

Thy rounded shoulder, I, who %v3s naught to thee, 

Set to prepare the cou^, to smooth the quilt - ■ 

“Once 1 remember, crouched gainst thy tent, 

I sought for warmth (thou wouldst have pardoned me 
So coW it was that night) and heard her speak, — 

Her, who beside thee, tranced in pleasure, lay. 

Saying, 'It is not for thy beauty’s sake 
That 1 desire thee so, but for tny fame, 

Sweeping aside thine enenwes, as leaves 
Are blown by autumn gusts,* and thy reply 
Was ‘ Ah, Delight, art thou so sure of this ^ 



AVouldst thou have sought and loved me had I been 
Ill-favoured, say, is my poor slave, Aziz ? ' 

“ Ah, poor indeed 1 I heard nor cared no more, 
Shivering in my fiirs upon the snow. 

Not from the cold, but from the iqr pangs 
Of pam that will be wth me till*! die 
Trm^, to-morrow’s torments will not be 
Crudler than these memones of mine. 

The heated Irons, the fiesh-dividing steel, 

Are they not gifts from thee, my uell-bcloved ? 

"Ah, when they lead me out, beyond the walls, 

I shall look forth, across the rosy hills 
Knowing that far beyond their lilac runs 
Thou wilt awake, m all thy beauty’s pnde, 

Safe and beloved, already'' forget^l of me, 

Whose lonely and sraouJdmng life has broken at last 
Into this passionate flame of death. Ivlir~-Khan--— 



The Purple Dusk 


^iNCE the white daj must dawn aga’in so soon. 

And early love is diffident and shy, 

Ok, charitable clouds conceal the moon. 

Grant the indulgence of an unstirred slg" ! 

Ah, silver surf, abrcak along the shore, 

Cease for awhile thy restless ebb and flow. 

The silence trembles with thy sullen roar 
And the soft voice I love is very low. 

Wind of the Desert, leave the Orange flowers 
To spill their sweetness over sand and sea, 

Come, all vmperfumcd, to this couch of ours ; 

Blow through his curls and bnng their scent to me. 

- Ah, Time, who brought this treasure to my breast, 
Knowing so weU that cruelty of thine, 

I would die now, and leave thee at thy best. 

Ere thou hast tom my lover’s Ups from mine. 



Hamlili, the Sultan of Song 


Alas, for the fate of HamKH, 

The slender famttca) singer, 

Whose fingers were skilled on the ginbri ; 

Who played the tears into men’s eyes. 
Who harped on men’s hearts till they quivered 
And swayed on the border of madness, 
Vibrating and twisting in passion •• 

Hamlili : the Singer of Sighs ; 


Hamlili : Beloved in the Soko : 

Whose song was as rest to the weary. 

As Lips of the Loved to the Lover. 

Hamlili : Assuager of Care. 

Whose tears clustered thick on his lashes. 
As, tom from the heart of the ginbrt, 

The musics caressive and tender, 

Arose in the tremulous air. 


They took him, the victim of shndcr. 

And burnt out his eyes in the Kasbah, 

They cut off the hand of Hamlili, 

The hand that ^vas Lord of the Strings, 



Whose slender and delicate fingers. 
Persuaded the lute as a lover 
* Persuadeth the heart of his mistress 
To tender and passionate things. 

Ah, none will now pause in the Market, 
To hear in the twilight of springtime, 
When flowers that bloom in the country, 
Have scented the heart of the town. 
The songs of that Sultan of Singers, 

We callw the Caresscr of Lutestrings, 
Who lies in the gloom of the Kasbah, 
Whose lute is for ever laid down. 



Love IS the Symbol of a Sacred Thing 


Who scans his pedigree, por shrinks to trace 
Some link unlawful ? Yet he had ^ot been 
Had this illiatlovc not taken place, 

Or that forbidden face remained unseen 

They who say any love is coarse or light, — 

Even the brief caresses of an hour. 

The careless kisses of a summer night, — 

Condemn the root, not knowing of the flower. 

When graceless actions of some casual tiram, 

Seem but the surge of Youth, the heat of Wine, 

His search for Pleasure, or her hope of Gain, 

May be the vassals of some vast design. 

For who can tell what life may come to birth, 

Prophet or Captain of the time to be 
As from light seed, flung on the careless Earth 
"Breala forth a flower, that scented mystery. 

And though from an embrace no fruit may spring 
Or from a kiss no spark be kindled, still 
Love is the Symbol of a sacred thing, 

Through irhich the Unseen Powers work their Will. 


Those Unknown Gods, who move behind a veil 
No mortal sense may ever hope to lift , 

We only know they falter not nor fail. 

And they have granted us one lovely gift 

This Gift of Love, which we condemn, despise 
Bending it to the baseness of our will 
Yet in the lowest depths that passion lies 

It surely keeps some heaven born fragrance still 

Therefore, O, you, who find the Perfect Way, 

Scorn not the lesser, lighter loves you see, 
Unworthy though they seem, yef who shall say 

Fate works not through them, for the Days to Be ^ 



Istar-i-Sahara 


Dim in the east the ruined citr lies, 

Purple, a^inst the paler purple skies, 

And slender palms and minarets arise, 

Into the night. 

The sands are soft ; bf desert winds caressed 
xinto a thousand ripples. Let us rest 
And watch the flaming scarlet of the west 
' Fade into night. 

- The nale pink Persian rose is like thy mouth, 
Thy breath is street as breezes from the south 
To weary lands repining in the drouth 
Long days and nights. 

' I too have waited, parched and worn with pain, 

■ Come and refresh me, as the gracious ram 
Falls on tired fields and makes them green again 
Through summer nights. 

Ah, how I love thee. Thou art vc^' fair. 
Witness the silken softness of thy hair, * 

And thy calm eyes, clear as the morning air * 

‘ On mountain heights. 



Gloom falls apace, and silence spreads afar, 

Give me thy hands, how stim and cool they arc 
Lives there such love on any other star 
That shines to-night ^ 

Ah, wait awhile, as yet 1 only care 
To he to leeward and dnnk in the air 
That passes over thee and through thy hair 
Bringing delight 

Withdraw thy lips from mine. Insatiate J 
Ah, give me timcpJeloved— thou willst not wait ^ 
Then,— as thou wHlst, how shall I strive with fate 
This night of nights ^ 

Star of the Desert, make roe thine indeed, 

Though thou shouldst slay me now, I should not heec 
Of future days and nights I have no need 
After this night 

My lips Iwc only when they cling to thine 
Part them a little as they dose on mine, 

So I may crush the grape and druik the wine 
Of my delight 

If thou hast hurt me ? Ab, how should I know ? 

If this be pain, then always pam me so ! 

Nay, do not sur, I cannot let thee go 
This nigEit of nights i 
IH 



Justly I worship thee I Tliou art ditnnfc 
Creating thus thy life anew in mine. 
Istar-Sahar 1 give me a child of thine 
This night of nights I 



Love the Careless 


Dmth one knows, and can meet, and torture and war, 

AU the varied horrible things of life 

But a lover is so defenceless He cannot return 
An open stab from the one beloved, or a secret tbrusl, 

He has laid down his arms, and can but, accept the word 
• that bUtr 

Into the depth of his soul What can I do ’ 

Though jou shatter trust 

And sm in every way that man can sin against Love 
I cannot enter the strife, 

Cannot even implore, 

Upbraid, reprove, 

For I loved, and thnee cursed fool that I am I I los e yoi 

still 

All that 1 had of passion, of power, even of life. 

Was laid at )Our feet It did not avail me aught 

Does It ever avad ^ 

All that was ever given or done or dared 

If the one beloved be unwilling, can onlj fad 

Yet I know the value of what I have given — of Love 

The sdver and gold of the Earth are no bribes for Him, 

Nor will He stoop to a lure 

ii6 


Kings have knelt, imploring, and only heard 
On the lips they loved and longed for, reiterate “Nay,’ 
And the eyes of Beauty itself^ pcrfea and pure 
Have wasted useless tears , grown faded and dim, 

And Love the Careless has not cast them a thought 

Still, if you Wish to throw Ibve away, throw it away ! 

If jou desire to squander my gifts, do as you will 
With values you never comprehended or even knew 

Once 1 saw the Summer of Love m your eyes, 
Therefore to-day my hands are no longer free 
I am dumb as the silent skies 

/over ts so deftnteless I only pray 
That Fate m the future deal gentlier, Beloved, with you 
Than you ever have dealt with me I 



Shouldst Thou Consent 


Thou knowest. Lord, that mj desire 
Is to be thine indeed , 

Though thou, alas, of love or me 
Hast neither note nor need 

Ah, though thou canst not give thj-scif 
My longuig to alla\, 

1 et e^t me some snull privilege 
To take mj pam awaj- 

If once thf Lps were laid on mine 
(Canst thou not spare me this ^ 

I could enchant m>’sclf in dreams 
With raemoncs of thf'kiss 

What IS a small caress to thee ^ 

Given, — forgotten quite, — 

But unto me, shouldst thou consent. 
An infinite delight I 

The Gods who send the sacred flime 
Upon the altar pyre 
Remain afar, scrcnelj- calm 
Untroubled by desire 
ziS 



But the glad worshipper bdo%7 
Falls faint m ecstasy 
Thus would Jt be, shouldst thou consent 
Between thyself and jnc 1 



Reminiscence of Maeterlinck’s “ Life of the 
Bee” 


Oh, for the death of a beautiful, purple bee, 

Sailipg away to the Wue of a limpid shy ; 

To have yielded up one’s life in an ecstasy, 

And then, in the very climax of Jove, to die ! 

To give oneself completely, once and for ever ; 

Drink life at its utmost height as one laid it down ; 
Spend one’s soul In the rush of one last endeavour ; 

And lule supremely »n laying aside the crown. 



On Deck 


Truly the couch is hard to outward seeming. 

The vessel sways on the unquiet sea, 

Yet what care I ? who nightly in my dreaming 
I-ay your soft hair between the planks and me 

Storms have delayed us, and the cargo, shifted, 
Lists us to leeward as the breakers roll, 

I had not cared, not even though we drifted 
Out to uncharted oceans round the Pole 

There was a Ram once, who lon^ neglected, 
Nightly arrayed herself m silk and gold, 
"Waiting the footsteps, loved and long expected— 
'V’Vaiting the lover, whom she could not bold 

Once on her wedding night, indeed, he sought her 
Once, and once only , then his ardour died 
All sequent, evenings of her youth, but brought her 
A great desire ever unsatisfied } 

Nightly she lay, her tears and jewels gleaming 
In the dim silver ftom the Stars above, 

Nightly her limbs, unconsaoos in her dreaming. 
Still took the tender attitudes of love 



tor twenty years hope lingered, unabated, 

Though beauty lost its bloom and youth it.® hre, 
ICever there came, the step for which she waited* 
Never the lover of Iwart’s desire. 

Yet who shall weigh what subtle consolation 
Solaced the Rani in her lonely sleep ; 

"When her locked arms in love’s divine eladon 

Held him whom, waking, she had failed to keep. 

Thus I, who watch the alien planets gleaming 
Over the waters of this restless sea, 

Drift back to sleep, and ever in my dreaming 
Lay j*ouf soft hair between the deck and 



The Ocean Tramp 


Where have you bcen,'0 wandenng soul ? 

1 have journeyed far and wide ; 

1 drift to a home in any port, 

Drift out upon any tide. 

And what have you lost, O restless soul ^ 

I have left it seemeth me 

A bit of my youth m all the ports 
That are clustered round the sea 

What have you learned ^ The stress of the shore, 
The deep sea's desperate strife, 

Some secret knowledge of men and things 
And the undertow of life. 

^Found you no nappiness anywhere 

In the countries where you roved ^ 

Once, only once, — a handful of nights,— 

With one whom I met and loved. 



The Mirrored Stars of Tangier 


It was the darkest hour before the dawn. 

The orange-scejited sur was strangely sweet 
And stars flashed bnlKantly beneath our feet, 
Reflected in the level sands, that lay 
Lonely and mirror-like, around the Bay. 

Lightly we walked on those reflected stars. 
Gleaming among the drift and tangled spars 
Left by the waves upon that lucent lawn 
Whose flowers were planets. 

Then ourselves we flung 
13own On the soft, wet sand, and all the skies, 
Where countless, iewelled constellations hung. 
Lay near and lovely to our wistful eyes. 

Upon one silver star my Ups were pressed ; 

A vivid gem, than shone in Cassiopea, 

No longer far away, and unpossessed. 

But close beneath me, tremulously clear. 

And I, who love a thing remote and far, 

Drew courage from that sand-cncirded star. 

For, as my lips caressed its silver fire. 

So might my arms embrace my Heart’s Desire. 

j*4 



At Simrole Tank 


“ May you be tortured living, burned when 

Your camels die, and virtue leave your wife ' 

But he, wJio sat beneath the Peepul, said i r j •» 

“Why wish him more than average human Iite 



The Guru’s Tale: The Enchanted Night 


Whev falling evening cooled the air. 

The Guru, in the twilight dim. 

Caressed his Chela’s silken hair 

And told this tale of love to him. 

Once, on the march to Bikanir, 
i, haUtng by a wyside well. 

Beheld a woman drawing near 

Who cast on me a magic spell 

“Not hers the beautj, day by day 
Soliciting by tender lures. 

But that which'Strikes the heart straighu'aj, 
VNsmt. SYtXwy 

“ She murmured, stretching forth her arms, 
Her red, love-thirsty lips apart, 

*At sunset, — under jonilcr palms, — 

Come to my garden, — and my heart ! * 

“ Ah, that unending afternoon I 

The sun seemed tethered in the sky. 

I felt my inmost senses swoon 
With my desire’s intensity. 


‘•l*he silver twilight came at length, 

' 1 reached the garden cool and sweet. 

And all my c:^er' youth and strength 
Lay at her-smali and jewcUeci lect. 

Three nights we gathered our delight; 

1 had almost kissed her lips away, 

Yet sdll her eyes, alert and bright, 

- Resented the invading day. 

Alas, the fourth delirious eve 
Ended in terrified surpnse : 

Her lamp alight she was wont to leave » 

• For love allured her through the eyes. 

‘This night she cried in passionate pam, 

Her heart seemed broken in her breast, 

‘Thy beauty is too great a strain, ^ 

Let us put out the light and rest. 

(“Perchance you hold the speech too strong, 
Or my recording it, conceit, 

Ah, surely one who has lived so long 

May own her words were true as sweet.) 

“ Then I, half rising to obey. 

Beheld a strange and tcmble sight, 

* Take not,’, she said, * thyself away, ^ 
For 1 will quench the oflFending light. 



“ She raised her arm, bejewelled and small. 

It lengthened, — stretched across the 
Put out the light on the opposite wall, 

And then, — diminish^ in the gloom ! 

“ My pvdscs stopped, my passion died ; 

The square, rosc-scented chamber ran 
To thrice our length, from side to side. 

And yet her arm had bridged the spani^ 

“ I wrenched myself from her embrace. 

And, heeding not her desperate cry 
Fled from that strange, enchanted place 
As deer before the Cheetah fly. 

“Beneath the starlight, cool and clcai, 

I raced across the sands alone, 

And realised in stricken fear 

“ My spirit told me, as I sped. 

Some tortured soul, escaped from hclii 
One of the lonely, loveless dead 

Had nsen and wooed me by the well. 

“ Ah, Best-Beloved, though Youth be swe^^» 
He leads us to strange depths and hei^"^ 
Now leave me ; later we shall meet , 

For worship with the Circling JLights.^ 



Among the Fuchsias 


Call me not to a secret place 
When dayli|ht dies away, 

Tempt me not with thine eager face 
And words thou shouldst not say. 
Entice me not with a child of thine, 

Ah, God, if such might be, 

For surely a man is half divine 
Who adds another link to the line 
Whose last link none may see. 

Call me not to the Lotus lake 
That drooping fuchsias hide, 

What if my latent youth awake 
And will not be denied ^ 

Ah, tempt me not for I am not strong 
(Thy mouth is a budded kiss) 

My days are empty, my nights are long. 
Ah, why is a thing so sweet so wrong 
As thy temptation is ^ 



At the Taking of the Fort 


" IhAYET Kahn, I have no love for thee 1 ’* 

“ When have I asked for love ^ lie still and learn 

Beneath the stars, how 1 would give thee all " 

“ But thou art hutting me, thy kisses burn I ” 

“ I shall not hurt thee, if thou willst consent. 

Resist me not, thou dost but fire my brain, 

Hinder thou anst not , see, I loose thy hands 
And in a moment ptuie them a^n '* 

“ Ah, thou art cruel 1 ” “I shall be crutUer yet I 
Wherefore refuse ’ lam thy destiny. 

Millions bf years ere ever we were bom 

It was decreed that 1 should come to thee. 

“ Acccpbng me thou dost accept thy fate, 

Since It IS written man was born to slay, 

Slay and be slam, and women in their turn 
Renew the wasted lives that fall away. 

*‘Ah, blame me not, it was not 1 who made 
This sad chaotic world that wounds us so 

With life and love and death, — aimless alike——” 

“ Inayct Kahn I have pity, let me go 1 *' 



“ For this I slew , for tJiJS, I took the fort , — 

Crashed through the horrors of the blood'Stained fight 

To the cool twilight and thy chill dissent ■” 

” Never wiU 1 be slave to thy delight” 


“ This knife may mar a beauty that resists, 

And spoils my pleasure.” Slay, then, and have donc^ 
Thus there will be no pleasure Safe in death. 

I shall escape from thee. Oh, pitiless one 1 ” 


for thy slender frame would keep its warmth 
Quite long enough for me to slake this thirst, 
This dear and desperate need 1 have of thee , 

Ah, the desire thou couldst have curbed at first, 


“ In thy resisting arms has pown so great 
I needs must have thy beauty for my own 
Thoiigh Destiny decrees that 1 repel 

The only lovely thing my life has known 1 

I have lived hardly all my days, God knows , 
Little of women’s love has come my way ; 
Strive notwith me, thou dost but make me cruel j 
I could be tender if thou wouldst obey. 


‘‘ Ay, with a tenderness beyond all words 

Could shed my very soul beneath thy feet, 

1-'^' down the whole of youth for one short hour, 

If thou wouldst share that hour and find it sweet. 



I had such dreams about this night with thee : 

All through the fight I saw these planets shine. 

With each new wound my desperate spirit sobbed 
Let me but live to readi this roof of thine ' 

“ And I havt reached vt ; cool the night-wind blows 
Against these lips, whose fevered prayers are vain. 

My broken ankle, dragging on the stone, 

Has pained me not as thy repulses pain. 

** Ah, my beloved one ; try to understand , 

Pity this burnt up mouth with one cool kiss. 

Thus sl^lt thou make my madness slave to thee, — 

Aie I then thou wouldst esape ^ take this and this ’ 

“ So it 13 dead ; the Ltde and lovely thing, 

Pinned by my da^r to the earthen floor 

Liked a wired flower. Ah, well, 1 had my way, 

The small clenched hands resisted me no more. 

The soft curved lips spoke no repelling words, 

I can die now for I am satisfied, 

And after death 1 shall demand no more 

Since 1 have had my heaven before I died. 

“Now for my knife , thou life-long friend of me, 
Reluctantly thou leav’st her breast for mine \ 

‘Well, — ’tis the sweetest blood that thou hast drawn 

Who hast drawn much ; I did my work. Do thine 



Twilight 


Come to me with the earliest star, 

Thou shalt not be caressed. 

For passion and love shall stand afar 
That I may give thee rest. 

Tell of thy troubles before we sleep 
Of all thy hopes and fears, 
hnd if the telling should make thee weep 
Then I will dnnkthy tears. 


The shade shall solace thy soul that gneves, 
And I shall shield thine eyes, 

With glossy fans of magnolia leaves, 

J^om starlight m tne skies, 

While aU the cares of the angry hosts 

That stalk thy soul by dajr 

Between the trees, like wandering g os , 

Shdl softly steal away. 

Where shouldst thou slumber, if not mth me 1 
Thy haven is my 





But, Oh, I promise, Lover of mine. 
By all ifie stars above 
I will not offer my lips to thine, 
Kor wear>' thee with love f 



To Aziz 


Av.'thou art fair ; I know ttat 
Have I not longed for it an those m Hell 
Long for release ? 

Thou wouldst be kind to me ? "^ved 

Such kindness in the days it could have saved 
Thou didst not cease 


To torture me, Aziz, and now 
Has brought me what so long. 
It is too late, 

I am too tired. 


that Fate 
1 so desired, 



In the Vineyards 


Lightly I valued my youth, as a tnvial bloom, 

Shared with the rose in the hedgerows, the peach on 

the tree, 

Till his lips had fallen fiercely on mine in the gloom 

Saying they found youth sweet » then itgrew dearer to me. 

\h, tay light hearted youth, that I knew not aright I 

(softly insistent he spoke through the heat of the day) 
This, in the vine-hidden heart of a midsummer night, 

Was resigned in his forceful arms for ever and aye. 



In the African Desert 


Ah, but his lightest kiss was more sweet to me 
Than any caress of thine, O silver sea ! 

His arms have held me gentlier e en than thou, 
In thy liquid, green embraces, hold st me now 

Soft and cool as his breast, is thy foam above, 
Even as soft as his ways and words of love 
Yet was his cruelty as the ja^ed teeth 
Of the hungry, lurking rocks that he beneath 


Over the reef thy npplcs are breaking now, 
Curled, as the soft, dark clusters around his brow 
Grim, as an octopus in its darkened la r. 

Ghastly and sinister thoughts lay hidden there 


Pale he was and quiet, with reticent eyes, 
Sombre and flecked with gold as the ® 

They whispered the savs^e blood of d«ert king 
Raq m his veins and stung him to cruel things 



Here in my tent is a coach prepared for thee, 
Rest thou awhile and slumber, aTOiting me.” 
Kindly he spoke, when the wary march was done 
And the camp-smoke rose :u3t>ss the setting sun. 


Down I lay in the shadow ; I did not see 

That cactus thorns were the couch prepared for me. 

Ah, the pain of that (cverish, endless night. 

And the hunting sleep that came with morning light. 

Waking I found myself on the soft warm sands, 
Wlule he wididtew the thorns with remorseful hands. 
Saying, “ Fo^ve me again, and thou shalt rest 
To-mght, as uou desires^ against my breast.” 

Strange and sweet were the ways where bis fancy trod, 
A panther’s fierceness linked to dreams of a Goo, 
Passion, wild as the Desert, in strength and power,’ 
Lips as soft and fresh as the touch of a flower. 


These were his gifts of atonement through the night ' 
These, Wi^h persuasive words that enhanced delight, 
And strange, sad songs and l^ends, which left his eyes 
Aglow wi3i the fire of sombre memories. 

One sdll nighf, on the breast of a starry sea. 

Row, till 1 bid thee cease,” he ordered me. 

The skin wore through, and the paddle ends were red. 
Before, when the sunrise came, the word was said. 



Yet as the starlight fell on his low, lithe grace, 
The 'vivid and tender beau^ of his 
I could have prayed that the "'E'" , 

And cursed the rosy morning that brought release. 


Over the rocks he would swing me, to , 

Where the white surf foam^ a 
Would smile and murmur, 1 w ift.ninht ’’ 

This graceless body of mine needs thine to-night. 


Locked in his hut, through ‘I'u 
He would not allay my thirst, “gW o' 
\5aying, “If water and wine be held 
More Ugerly willst thou dnnk my lips and me. 


He pinned my lower lip to the ''P “^''=5, „ 

“ Lest thou in my absence u^ ” breast his name, 
"With pointed shells he pnckcd on y ^ ^hame.* 

“That thou may-st keep the stamp of thy love 


What cared I ’ In the joy of 

Little I recked of kindness or 

Only now, when he leaves me m J cease* 

My torment begins because his tortures cease. 


Never ^vill any freshness of thine, O sea, 
Pay this endless fever alight m me. 

T-»_ . . t.U Ilia mif 


He could 
But alas. 


iis endless fever augnt ut hinds, 

lid assuage with his cruel, 

5, he ne^er heeds nor undentands. 



The City: Song of Mahomed Akr” 


SiNMNG, arid Sinned against, the City lay, 
Burnt by the sun’s caresses day by day, 
Passive, defenceless, with her latest breath 
Concaving at his pleasure plague and death. 

Rdentlessly he poured his ardent rap 
Into her cloistered courts and secret wap, 
While the hot ^Id he spilt upon the plain 
Rose from the nirnsce of the sands again 

Beneath a sullen sunset, dimly red. 

Rent by the lamentations for the dead, 

Whose burjung-ghats defiled the stagnant air, 
The breathless acy iraitcd m despair. 

Then came the flutter of a sudden breeze, 
Fragrant with scents of aromatic trees. 

Cool wth the magic freshness of the sea. 

And the dry maize-leaves shivered resdessly. 

The wind went onwards, to the outer ^te. 
Thrilled With soft pity for the City’s me, 
Dispensing coolness, passed the inner w^ 
And fanned the lips of those about to fall. 



Swept in his freshness throi^h the stifling lane. 

Flew through low casements, fluttered forth again, 
Winnowed the market place, whose floor was red, 

And Iighdjr smoothed the cereclothcs of the dead 

Stole through the women s chambers, close and sweet. 
Lifted their clinging silks from face to feet. 

Cooled the pale brows that glimmered in the dusk, 

Then gamed the open faintly tinged with musk 

Entered the prison, soothed the ring worn wnst, 

The deeper wounds of fettered ankles kissed, 

Giving the only freedom that was craved , 

Freedom from heat Thus was the City saycd 

Htf coolness left her frcsfi as any Bo^-er^ 

And to restnet the sun’s relentless power. 

He veiled her with soft clouds and bid them stay 
Till all the heat wrought ill should pass away 

I would have asked such aid of thee, had I but dared , 
Thou couldst have done as much for me, hadst thou but 

carecL 



The Jungle Fear 


vViiE*i sunset lights are burning low, 

While tpnts are pitched and camp-fires rlow. 
Steals o’er us, ere the stars appear. 

The furtwe sense of Jungle bear 

For when the dusk is falling last 
Still, as throughout the Ages past, 

The stealthy oeasts of prey arise 
And prowl around with hungry eyes 

Though safe beside the fire 1 sit 
And stretch contented hands to it, 

Though all the cheerful camping-ground, 
With men and arms, is close around, 

1 feel the Jungle \erjr near 
And shiver with instinctive fear. 

For in some hidden cells of me 
Stirs the ancestral memory 

Of times when from the beasts of prey 
At this same hour men slunk away 
To seek their caves, and thrilled to hear 
The red-eyed Panthers lurking near. 



Or the weird, melanchoty hoWi 
Of femished packs of Wolves a-prowL 
Long centuries have since passM by 
But still these instincts will not die. 

And even men in Cities pent, 

Who never slept beneath a tent, 

Have said that they at twilight feel 
The same strange /ear across them steaL 

Hid in our being, dim and deep. 

The terrors of past perils sleep, 

A heritage obscure and vast 
!?5om Man’s unfathomable past. 

*vihnr Junnf .ibwir 

In desert waste, or crowded town. 

When shadows fall and night draws near 
The dusk brings back the Jungle Fear. 



Disloyal 


You were more than a Lover to me, — 

Were something sacred, and half dtvrne, 

Akin to Sunset over the Sea, 

To leaves that tAmble and stars that sh*^^ 

There was not much to attract in me, 

No gift Of beauty , jou did not care 
Enough to give me fidelity 

Who cared so deepl}, and could not sh;^* 

Alas, my Temple • I find the Shnne 
I entered barefoot, with bended head, 

tssjisx ^ 

An open courty'ard, where all may trca“ 

And all men knew it, I hear, but I, 

Who being a trusting fool, it seems. 

Went to the Maj-ket of Love to buy 

With coins of Worship, and faith, and ' 

Still It IS over Now, to forget 1 

I know not whether to choose anew 
In hopes of finding loyalty yet. 

Or, fond but faithless, dnft on with y^ 



Loving you lightly, among the rest,— 

(Many a Jjttle, not greatly one), — ■ 

You may be right : I may find k best 

To do, henceforward, as you have done. 

But ah, for my sweet, lost nights with you. 

When had Death been, in the dawning grey, 
Pnee of your beauty and love, I knevr 



The Court of Pomegranates 


The Kant, decked in silk and pearls, 

With Jasmin flowers among her curls, 

Said, while the stars grew bright above, 

“Draw near, O girls, and sp^ of love 1 ’* 

Jai {the faf\-va’ ef) 

* Ah, how shall I tell thee of love, O Queen, 
For mine was knotted with hate , 

With a danang girl he had fiuthless been 
And rendered me desolate 

** He lay m the Tamarind shade at re*t, 
Where Hunuman’s Temple is, 

And a little knife crept out of my breast 
To bury itself in his ’ ' 

Tinciiavrya {the uert spnnkkt^ 
“If Fate should saj, ‘Thy course is run,’ 

It would not make me sad , 

All that 1 Wished to do is done, 

Ail that I would have, had 
My Lord has left his life with me, 

And mine divindy glad * 

146 



“They tell me 1 may be deceived, 

I neither care nor know, 

A lesser love might well be grieved, 

With me It IS not so 
My Lord has lain within these arms. 

And all the rest may go • * 

One of the Deva d\si {prh dedicated tj a Temple') 

Shrivelled and aged, with never a rest, 

J wearily wander rrom Shrine to Shrine 
But Vishnu IS branded across m) breast , 

The Gods themselves were once lovers of mine I " 

LAlJ^ (the door keeper) 

“ I went to h\m as a willing bride, 

He did not use me til, 

A little, perhaps, he broke my pndc 
Against his reckless will 
V 

“But any sorrowful time of tears 
Through which he made me go, 

I minded not, for in after years, 

I loved hts children so ! ” 

Iasmim (}Iie dancing girl) 

“lam clothed with the gold and the kisses of men 
And, nightly, new love songs impassion the air ; 

- For awhile 1 shall dance m the torchlight, and then 

Comes darkness , and desolate depths of despair. 

14: 



£ut when he scarce had left^hc Tower 
He paused, and felt his anger ccas^ 
Such was the magic of the hour 
Its lovely mystery and peace. 


Two eyes among the thickets glow ; 

A stealthy rustle stirs the air ; 

The Tigress springs, and la)^ him low, 
Then bears him, senseless, to her lair. 

There was no sound ; he gave no cry ; 

The careless stars looked on screnr. 
The Jungle’s sudden tragedy 

Remained unheard, unknown, unseen. 

While on the Tower, she cried in tears, 
“Return to me, BcloVcd of mme. 
Forgive me for my foolish fears 

Within those tender arms of thine. 

“ Oh, Brightest Star of all the wght 
. Come back, and shed thy light on me, 
And thou shalt'leam, to thy delight, 

Jdow more than kind 1 am to, thee I” 

In vain she cried, in vain she wept, 

At times in solitary woe. 

Towards the inner edge she crept 

And looked, but dared not leap, below. 



HcrlucklcsUovcrncvirS 

And since men rareU mmin» *u 
That form the 

Ah, when Love comes hw «« 

H,s mjr, are full of ^ smfl, 
T.S ^=11 for those trho h^vc theZ ' ’ 
To scijo hun even as he ftes®!*' 



